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MDCCtLXXXIX. 



PREFACE. 




CANNOT let an opportunity like this pass without stating my 

reasons for publishing my little book. We are informed in 

Scripture, by Christ Himself, that no treasure, however small, 

will increase if hid in a napkin. Well, acting on this principle, I bring 

my book to the full glare of the light, hoping that by it many a dreary 

winter hour will be sweetened and blessed. 

At the same time, I am quite aware that the critic can find in it many 
things to criticise, but let him remember that the Poems were composed 
by one between fourteen and twenty-one years of age, who had no college 
education " to bring to light the higher powers," and who composed 
many of them merely to pass a leisure hour, or ofi 

When far from the busy crowd, 
Roving awhile 'mid Nature's solitude, 
Musing on Nature's beauty, and Nature's God. 

Taking, then, into account the many disadvantages under which these 

pieces were written, I hope they may be dealt with leniently, and that 

my little efforts may be rewarded by an appreciative public. 

Yours faithfully, 

A. H. PATON. 
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LOCAL. 



BAILIE PHILP'S SCHULE. 



Mony years noo ha'e gane, O ! I mind it sae weel, 
I, a faitherless bairn, wan intae Philp's Schule ; 
An' my minnie, who gey little siller did earn. 
Did tell me that God kens the faitherless bairn. 

weel dae I min' the first year I was there. 

When my buits they were dune, an' my back it was bare ; 

1 got ae pair o' buits, an' a jacket nae joke. 

An' guid moleskin breeks in a clean pillow pock. 

Wi' my pock on my back tae my minnie I flew — 
Her een telt the tale, for her heart it was fu' ; 
But I heard the faint whisper, " There's Somebody carin' 
For me an' my laddie, my faitherless bairn." 

But claes werena a' — we had learnin' enou', 

That was baith soond an' guid, the warld tae push through ; 

And aften in memorj^ I find myself still 

Beside the " auld maister " in Bailie Philp's Schule. 

Tis true we were bairns, and mony tears cam' 
Tae oor een at the palmies o' " auld Maister Tarn ;" 
But we needed it a —he did what he cuid 
Tae mak' us a' mannerly, lovin', an' guid. 

Advices he ga'e us • he showed us the road 
That leadeth tae Heaven, an' endeth in God : 
Yea ! mony wise men, who are noo doin' weel, 
May thank the auld maister an' Bailie Philp's Schule. 

The thanks that I owe thee my tongue canna tell, 
My dear, dear auld maister an Bailie Philp's Schule — 
What awfu' the struggle oor livin' tae earn, 
Hadna Bailie Philp thocht on the faitherless bairn. 

O ! still let it stan', let its wa's be the cairn 

Tae bless the puir orphan an' faitherless bairn ; 

" Keep hands off" 's our motto— you ne'er will dae weel 

Who will rob the puir bairns o' Bailie Philp's Schule. 
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A SONG FOR PHILPERS. 



A Paeody. 



Tune — " Scots wha hae." 

Scotsmen who love liberty ! 
Scotsmen who were born free ! 
Scotsmen who woiild do or dee ! 
Hear our noble cause. 

Yonder comes the traitor band, 
Scattering dearth on every hand, 
Who will ruin quite oor land 
With their cruelty. 

They will take our noble Trust ; 
They will lower it with the dust ; 
They will take the poor man's crust — 
But it shall not be. 

They would take what's ours by might — 
Tis for our own we mean to fight — 
And our Trust is ours by riahty 
And thdrs can never be. 

Who would steal the poor man's right ? 
Who would take the widow's mitef 
Who would be a traitor wight ? — 
Let him turn and flee. 

Scorn to be a traitor knave. 
Scorn to be a rich man's slave. 
Scorn to fill a coward's grave, — 
But have liberty. 

Rally round our standards then ; 
To your guns and fight like men ; 
We've conquered once ; we'll win again 
Our glorious liberty. 

Fight you for our noble Deed ; 
Quit your enemies with speed ; 
Captain Beattie shall us lead 
On to victory ! 
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RIGHT VERSUS MIGHT. 



A Dialogue. 



Twa busy hoosewivea neat an clean 
Were busy at the bleachin' green, 
An\ as their custom was when washin', 
The twa fell busy tae the clashin*. 

"Eh, Jean ! " says Meg, "I feel maist dune, 
Ay ! years bring wi' them mony a pain, 
Richt weel I min\ when young an' weel. 
We ran aboot at *Bailie's schule." 

"Ay, Meg, thae young days were oor best, 
When ne'ther care nor pain opprest ; 
An', O ! hoo blithely we did rin 
Hame wi' oor wee bit pair o' shuin. 
Or tidy hat, an' weel-made goon. 
We were sae prood we cuid ha'e floon. 
Ay ! they were happy days atweel, 
Oor youthf u' days at Bailie's schule ; 
But did ye hear the scheme had passed, 
An' Bailie's schule is near its last ? " 

" No, Jean, ye're aye the first tae hear 
A' news that's gaun, baith faur an' near ; 
Losh ! what d'ye say, can it be real. 
They'd rob the bairns o' Bailie's schule ? " 

" Ay, rob it. lass, an' sure enou' 
They'll fill their greedy pouches fu'. 
Why, Meg, if when wi' hunger driven. 
We gaed^ist for tae keep us livin' — 
Tuik twa-three tatties frae their grund, 
I'm certain sure they'd raise the wund. 
An' tae a coort I'm certain cite us. 
An' in the very jile they'd pit us — 
A robbin', cheatin', greedy pack, 
Wi' shame an' Scripture at their back 
For tae condemn them. O ! what greed, 
Tae tak' jist what they dinna need — 
The puir man's portion. This, I ken. 



* This Bailie Philp's Trust was effectually wrenched from the poor at length, after 
many endeavours to keep the old Trust standing, at the time of which thb was written. 
—July, 1888. 
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There's Ane that sees their deeds sae mean, 
An' wicked doin's ; the day is comin', 

They'll get a heckle in their , tae 

keep them bummin'." 

"Ay, Jean, ye've hit the nail the noo. 
For what ye say is mair than true ; 
But tell me, lass, will they tak' a', 
And leave the bairns wi' nane ava ? " 

"No ! hardly that, though near aboot it. 

For circumstances scarcely suit it, 

But jist to gloss't, an' mak' it decent. 

They gi'e us some tae jyit a face orCt. 

Ye'll no believe nie when I tell 

The very schules they mean tae sell. 

Deceitfu' set ! who made it theirs 

That they can sell it ? We're the heirs 

O' Bailie Philp — the rightfu' heirs an' lawfu' — 

Why, Meg, tae think on't, is't no awfu' — 

Wi' greedy grab they'll even tear 

The rightfu' blessin' frae the puir T 

" Ay, lass, their greed jist brings tae niin' 

A tale that happened lang, lang syne. 

An' when at hame ye tak' a look 

Ye'll find it i' the Quid Auld Book. 

David, though wise a king an' guid. 

Oft walked not i' the way he snuid, 

So, tae reprove him for his ill^ 

Nathan was sent who told this tale — 

* There lived,' he said, *in yonder toon, 

A man who'd great in riches groon. 

Whole flocks o' gimmers — herds o' kye, 

Wi' pasture grund for them for- bye. 

Sae rich was he, he had tae spare 

Tae help a nei'bour, an' ha'e plenty mair. 

But jist hear his greed — There lived hard by 

A puirer neebour, wi' nae lands nor kye, 

But ae ewe lamb — nae ither war'ly gair 

Had he ava. This was his only care. 

His all. Noo, then, his neebour great 

Brings up a cronie for tae feast in state ; 

But, tak's he his flock — his a in at pleasure ? 

O, no ! he feasts him wi' the puir man's treasure- 

His ae ewe lamb.' Ay, that was greed, 

I hear ye say ! He didna need 

Tae rob him sae. Ay, but halt a minute, 
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Do ye no see the hidden truith that's in it ? 

Here's oor eive lamb, the Bailie^s schule, 

Them wi' their Bairds an' purses tae the fill^ 

They're no content — wi' greedy grab for mair, 

They come an' haul the blessin' irae the puir. 

But, whisht ! is that a funeral knell ? 

O, guidness, no ! the Pott'ry bell ! 

I never dreamt o'd ! I maun rin, 

For, certes, I am f aur behin' 

Wi' Patie's denner. What ken they 

O' ony o' the troubles 0' a washin'-day ? 

Why, nane ava. So guid-day wi' ye. 

See an' no be lang an come an' see me, 

When we will crack, an' tae oor fill, 

O' the ups an' doons o' Bailie's schule." 



ABBOTSHALL. 



There is a spot, a sacred spot, 

A quiet retreat, a silent shade. 
Fond memory will forget it not — 

'Tis that nook where our loved one's laid. 
And when the gloaming, mirk and grey. 

Steals o'er the sky in sombre pall. 
Some longing passions prompt to stray 

Where loved one sleeps at AbbotshalL 

Ah ! blest abode, where death at last 

Locks rich and poor in one embrace ; 
There strife and enmity are past. 

And discord never finds a place. 
No bitter words of hatred there 

Upon the listening ear will fall, 
Nor rosy smile on face so fair — 

All sleep in death at AbbotshalL 

Blest they who rest in Christ at peace. 

Far from this weary world of pain. 
Where trials and sorrow ever cease. 

Where loved ones meet with loved again. 
And this we know, the hour is near, 

The dead shall hear the trumpet call, 
And Christ shall bear his children dear 

Far, far away from AbbotshalL 
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COMPLIMENT TO MR JOHN DOIG, 

Who has for upwards of twenty years been beadle in Invertiel Parish Church, and was 
on Christinas, 1886, presented with an arm-chair ; on which occasion the following 
piece was recited. 



At times some rumours sae strange are abroad 
O' beadles who keepna the kirk very snod ; 
Who on Saturday nicht can tak' a bit spree, 
An' be at kirk wi' a face as lang as cuid be. 

They say they're aye sulky, ye'U aye get them sour — 
The kirk saits, forbye, are aye covered wi' stour ; 
The kirk is aye cauld — yea, a'thing is dull, 
It's no like the hoose meant for prayer at all. 

Bit our beadle is sober, our beadle is guid, 
An' keeps the kirk trig, as a' beadles shuid — 
In simmer or winter, in rain or in frost, 
Oor auld beadle, John, is aye at his post. 

On Sunday, ye'U min', there's nae lang lies for John, 
He is a^e up at sax, the fire tae pit on ; 
An' at eight, when you're dreamin' o' some fairy dell, 
John's busy toUin' St. Catherine's bell. 

Wi' soopin' an' dustin' our beadle's ne'er dune. 
He begins it on July, and he's no through till June — 
Tae tell the truith, freen's, I think it's just fair 
That he shuid get a rest in an auld airm chair. 

Toots ! there I'm wrang ; what I've said isna true — 
This chair isna auld, but this chair it is new ; 
No mended an' patched up wi' ilka bit cloot. 
No three legs, but four, an' nae wad stickin' oot. 

I think, then, it's hardly worth while tae begin 
An' haul aff the linin' tae see what's within ; 
I dinna think, John, that the young joiner lad 
Would stuff it wi' pound notes, instead o' wi' wad. 

We hear o' some folk who ^et a big chair. 
That tak' and preserve it wi' greatest o' care ; 
They'll rub an' they'll scrub it frae mornin' till nicht. 
An' pit crochet upon it tae mak' it look richt. 

They shove't ben the hoose 'mon' their grande'r sae braw, 
The chair, ye may say, is of nae use ava — 
Though lauded an' praised by the nei'bours, nae doot, 
That are asked in tae see it, who live roond aboot. 
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Noo, John, I am young, an' you're gettin' auld — 
Dinna tak' it ill oot, I've a truith tae unfauld : 
When tired frae yer wark, an' rackit an' sair, 
Jist clap yersel' doon in yer big easy chair. 

Set it doon at yer ingle — the best place of a' 
On cauld nichts like this, when the grun's white wi' snaw; 
You readin' some book tae yer wife sittin' near — 
Ye'U ken the maist guid o' yer big easy chair. 

Anither thing, John ; yer wife hasna a minute. 
For washin' an' cleanin', tae tak' a nap in it ; 
Noo, at nicht, if ye dae what's honest and fair, 
Ye'll whiles gie'r a rest in the big easy chair. 

Bit, min', dinna quarrel an' kick up a strife, 
An' mak this big chair the pest o' yer life — 
Some nicht tellin' wifie tae get oot o' there, 
That the chair isna hers, it is your airm chair. 

Bit on that subject, John, I'll nae langer dwell. 
Bit jist let ye think the thing oot for yersel' ; 
An' for yersel' think hoo best tae tak' care. 
An' what shuid be dune wi' yer big easy chair. 

Bit I've lectured enou', noo I min awa' ; 
Guid-nicht, John ; ye ha'e the guidwill o' us a' — 
We hope Him abune mony years you will spare. 
An* contentment be aye at yer big easy chair : 

An' when Christmas time comes, wi' faces sae bricht, 
We ken ye'll look back wi' joy tae this nicht ; 
An' as ilta year passes ye'll love it more dear. 
An' cherish more fondly this big easy chair. 



OLD SEAFIELD TOWER 

Old Seafield Tower ! I love to rove 

Around thy massy walls. 
Where once the noble lords and knights 

Stood in thy lordly halls. 

Old Seafield Tower ! If thou could'st speak, 

Thoud'st tell of better days, 
When, all around thee, lords there stood, 

And ladies sang thy praise. 
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But what a change time makes — 
Thy walls — a mass of crumbling clay, 

Thy turrets and thy bulwarks strong 
Are long since in decay. 

But, though 'tis old and ruined now, 
Old Seafield Tower I love to see, 

And sit beside thy ruined walls. 
Though old and ruined now they be. 



O, gane are the days when we bairnies did rin 
Ayont by the seashore, aft weet tae the skin ; 
Or whiles gatherin' buckies for mony an hour 
Jist by the weird ruins o' auld Seafield To'er. 

Hoo sweet, sweet tae mem'ry thae young days of yore. 
When paidlin' the dubs 'mon' the rocks at the shore ; 
But sweeter tae mem'ry than dew on ilk flo'er 
Are the sweet sunny rambles by auld Seafield To'er. 

Hoo weel dae I min', tae, when bairnies, we'd rove 
Tae gather the daffins jist by the auld cove — 
Whiles peer through its darkness, an' childlike we'd cower 
When we thocht o the goblins by auld Seafield To'er. 

When gloamin' is nigh, and the birds are at rest, 
An' the sky's streaked wi' purple in yon distant west, 
When lovers all seek tae some sweet, leafy bo'er. 
There's ae place as sweet — an' that's auld Seafield To'er. 



THE TRYST IN RAITH. 



Come with me, sweet maiden, the birds are all singing. 
The lark tunes its song in the far distant sky. 

The green woods with music so charming are ringing. 
The corn fields resound with the wild plover's cry. 

How bonny the Raith is on this summer morning, 
All sparkling the lake with the white lilies fair. 

With the wild ducks and coots its bright face adorning — 
O come, lovely maiden, we'll find pleasure there. 

Each bird hath its mate upon the tree singing. 

The ivy so fondly the tall tree doth twine \ 
O come, then, sweet maid, while the green woods are ringing, 

And there, 'neath the tryst tree, say thou wilt be mine. 
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A NOTABLE WEDDIN'. 



My freen's, Tm goin' tae tell tae you 
A story that is unco true — 
The weddin' 0' a drummer loon, 
That tuik place aince in oor lang toon, 
On a simmer nicht. 

But, first ava', I'll tell ye why 
This weddin' raised a hue an' cry 
Throughoot the whole o' oor lang toon, 
An' why sae mony gaithered roon' 
His door that nicht. 

Weel, Jeems was kent the country roon' 
For advertisin' through oor toon ; 
If rents tae pay, or fish tae sell, 
Jeems aye was ready wi' his bell 
On ony nicht. 

Anither thing, he was gettin' auld. 
His hoary head was gettin' bauld ; 
This also added tae the strife, 
A braw young lass was Jamie's wife 
An' bride that nicht. 

The croods in hunders lined the streets, 
An' Jeems wi' bauchles they did greet ; 
Some 0' the wild anes tuik up stanes. 
An' broke the very window panes 
For fun that nicht. 

Some ither lads they got a trap. 
An' mountit on the auld hoose tap ; 
The auld jile bell that stuid sae lang, 
I'm sure, wid scarcely hud its tongue 
Wi' joy that nicht. 

Some put pepper doon the lum. 
Some, for a htba', asked his drum ; 
The bobbies had nae say ava'. 
But stuid an' laughed at them ana' 
Wi' glee that nicht. 

Some ithers o' the wilder crew, 
That aye were bent on somethin' new. 
Were noo determined for a feat. 
An' built a bonfire on the street 
Richt high that nicht. 
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But a'thing, f reen's, sune turn auld, 
An' some o' them were gettin' cauld ; 
An' aye the streets were gettin' thinner 
As ilk ane pairtit frae the ither 
Tae sleep that nicht. 

Jeems an' his wife live weel thegither — 
Nae quarrels hae they wi' ane anither ; 
He's noo gi'en up the drummer life, 
An' lives a quiet, con ten tit life 
Frae morn till nicht. 

Some even say (maybe they're jokin') 
He heets his wife's stockin 
On wintry morns ; an', what is mair, 
Gi'es her a wee drap toddie when her heid is sair 
Tae mak' her richt. 



IN MEMORIAM. 

* In November, 1887, while a Cockenzie fishing boat, during a squall was making for Kirk- 
caldy Harbour, it capsized, and the crew, five in number, perished. 



The morn was calm, though black the distant sky, 
The sea before the storm seemed calm — asleep ; 

No bread their weans to feed, the fisher lads must try 
Their luck upon the ocean's briny deep. 

How sad the fisher's lot ; too soon the gale did come ; 

Tossed with the angry raging billows they, 
Wet with the lashing rain and drifting foam, 

They run for shelter to Kirkcaldy Bay. 

How sad their fate, they almost touch the shore, 
Safety at last ; Oh ! no, a mighty wave 

Upsets the craft — they sink to rise no more, 
And five brave fisher lads do find a watery grave. 

Sad, sad, their fate — they never will return 
To glad the hearts of those they loved so dear, 

And weans and mothers now are left to mourn — 
Por them we drop a sympathetic tear. 
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With anxious thoughts we see them on the shore 
Gazing with wistful eyes across the deep ; 

But, ah ! their loved ones will return no more, 
For death hath locked them in their long, last sleep. 

One youthful maiden sees the angry sea, 
She fears — her loved one's in the distant smack ; 

The weans also gather round the mother's knee, 
And often ask when daddy will come back. 

Unhappy thought ! no fathers will return. 
No lover to the bosom will be pressed ; 

The sea, the angry sea, hath them asunder torn ; 
They've found at last their long and peaceful rest. 

O ! gracious God, who boldest in Thy hand 

The waters of the mighty ocean deep. 
Grant that they all have reached at last the land 

Beyond the raging sea — in Christ asleep. 



BONNY BRAES O' BALWEARIE. 



O, streaked wi' purple is the sky, 
The matin lark is soarin' high, 
And simmer wunds blaw softly by 

The bonnie, bonnie braes o' Balwearie. 

ChmvA — TheUj bonnie lassie, let us rove 
Awhile in yonder sylvan grove. 
Where birdies sing their song of love, 
By the bonnie, bonnie braes o' Balwearie. 

Well wander by the waters clear, 
An' by the scented thorny brier. 
Or by the castle auld an' drear. 

On the bonnie, bonnie braes o' Balwearie. 

Chorus — Then, bonnie lassie, etc. 

There's grander, lassie, on the Rhine, 
When simmer suns upon it shine ; 
But my heart, like ivy, doth entwine 

Koond the bonnie, bonnie braes o' Balwearie. 

Chorus — Then, bonnie lassie, etc. 
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BONNY BENARTY. 



Benarty, how sweet are thy bracken-clad braes, 
And the bleat of the lambs as they rove o'er the hill ; 

Upon thy green kno\^es I could ramble awhile, 
And muse on thy beauty, where all, all is still. 

The fir trees so tall that stud thy green braes 

Seem to lift up their heads to their Maker in praise. 

So beauteous the landscape is spread out before thee, 
That Nature around thee seems here for to dwell ; 

The sweet corn fields, and the trees in their beauty, 
And there at thy foot lies sweet Parn Well — 

A spot where memory for ever will cling, 

For the lovely Queen Mary did drink of its spring. 

How pleasant to me are thy bracken-clad knowlets, 
When gloamin' is nigh, and the birds are at rest, 

And the sun shining on thee with glory refulgent, 
When tipping yon clouds in the far distant west ; 

rU aye love to rove in thy pleasant green shade. 

And there muse awhile in thy moss-covered glade. 



ON SEEING THE COLONEL'S GRAVE IN RAITK 



How calm and blissful this retreat ; 
No worldly worries here awake 
To mar his rest ; the murmuring lake 

Seems hushed in silence at our feet. 

Naught but the birds disturb the scene 
With their sweet song ; the daisies bloom, 
And make the silence of the tomb 

Alike more beauteous and serene. 

No more we'll meet that loving smile- 
Death, cruel death ! claims it for his own — 
And here, aneath this marble stone, 

He sleeps in death a little while. 

A while, then he shall hear that voice 
That wakes the dead to life again. 
That bids the righteous with Him reign 

Where partings o'er, and friends with friends rejoice. 
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BONNY KAITH. 



Bonoy Raith ! 'tis here that the blackbird's sweet song 

Resounds through the green woods the whole summer long ; 

The trees in their beauty are here to be seen 

In their sweet leafy garment— their mantle of green. 

Ts here that sweet Nature unfolds to the view 

Her charms refulgent that ever seem new ; 

The burn and the lakelet are dancing in light,. 

And the falls gaily rush down in mantles of white. 

Bonny^ Raith ! how glorious and lovely the scene ! 

With its beauteous old mansion all shaded in green, 

And the pink rhododendrons bespangling each brae, 

Mixed with lovely green knolls with the white lambs at play. 

Yes. allj all is beauty wherever we turn, 

By nillside, ®r lakelet, or falls, or the burn ; 

All speak with a voice, though in stillness 'tis plain. 

That the Mighty One over His creatures doth reign. 



THE TAY BRIDGE DISASTER. 

Which took place on the la>t Sunday of the year 1879. 



Across the blue Tay. where the white sea-gulls fly, 
A bridge there was ouilt, so majestic and high ; 
At times you would see a train whirling along, 
And be startled at times at the shriek of its gong. 

A night came so stormy, and cold winds did blow, 

And rushing and rapid the wild Tay did flow, s 

A wild Sabbath eve — 'twas the last of the year. 

Which filled many hearts with emotion and fear. 

How sad that disaster which made many mourn. 
And which many fond hearts asunder hath torn — 
The widow and orphan, the gentle and brave — 
For they are now sleeping beneath the dark wave. 

The wild winds do furiously beat on its breast, 
At its feet the waves leap in a white, foaming crest — 
The train rushes on through the storm with its freight^ 
Not knowing the doom that before them await. 
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No time to ask pardon with their latest breath — 
This moment in life, the next moment in death ; 
Not a mortal was left who to others could say 
How the train took that terrible leap in the Tay. 

A sailor, who'd roamed the whole world o'er, 
Came to lie down at his own native shore : 
And his old mother dear, she waited in vam 
For her dear sailor boy, but he ne'er came again. 

Two lovers did part, they were soon to be wed ; 
But they're broten asunder — the sea is his bed ; 
And the heart-broken lover must wander alone, 
For he'll never return to claim her his own. 

All, all are gone from this lone world of ours, 
To the land where no sorrow or tempest e'er low'rs; 
All, all are gone by that plunge in the Tay, 
" Until the day break " and chase sorrow away. 



HISTORICAL. 



DIRGE ON THE DEATH OF KING ALEXANDER IIL 



'Twas night — a wail of awful woe 
From noble Scottish hearts did flow ; 
Were they oppressed by >Jorsenien foe, 
Or powerful mailed Danes ? 0, no ! 
King Alexander's dead. 

A herald through each street made known 
That Scotland had a vacant throne, 
Each face was paled — " We are alone," 
Escaped each lip, then came a groan — 
" King Alexander's dead." 

" Our King is dead — O ! how or why 
Came this about 1 " the people cry ; 
*' Was it some stroke of chivalry ? " 
" 0, no ! " the herald did reply — 
" King Alexander's dead." 

" Yon rugged clifi" which lines the shore. 
At whose wild feet the breakers roar. 
Hath made our hearts to bleed full sore. 
By it we'll see our King no more — 
King Alexander's dead." 
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QUEEN MARY'S LAMENT ON LEAVING FRANCE. 



Adieu ! sweet home of youthful days ! 

My days of joy and j)eace are o'er ; 
Those eyelids ne'er again I'll raise 

To view yon fast receding shore. 
Adieu ! ye halls with lordly dance ! 
Farewell ! Farewell ! sweet land of France ! 

Adieu ! sweet home I love so well ! 

My heart around thee doth entwine ; 
And though in other lands I dwell, 

I'll love no other land but thine. 
Ye winds ! let not my barque advance ; 
But bear me back to lovely France. 

Adieu ! I'll see thee, France, no more — 
My home where I do love to dwell ! 

ril love thee, France, till life is o'er — 
Sweet land of France. Farewell ! Farewell ! 

Blow, blow ye winds, and me enhance, 

And bear me back to lovely France ! 



YOUNG FOLKS CORNER. 



LESSONS FROM THE FAIR. 

It came at last, though long it seemed to be — 
So long the little children wondered at its stay; 

For happy little hearts did always fondly cherish 
The glad arrival of each happy market-day. 

At early dawn, as soon as eyes are waking. 
Their cheery voice with merry laughter ring ; 

Each planning how they'll spend their little pennies- 
At sweetie-stall, on hobby-horse, or swing. 

Their hearts as light as butterfly on floweret. 
With nimble step they hasten to the fair. 

Oft peering at some gaily-decked attraction, 
And wondering if they'll spend their penny there. 
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Bewildered at the hobby-horses circling, 

Or gazing at some dancing fairy queen ; 
To them this whirling throng is gold, because it glitters ; 

They know not of the niisery oft hid behind the scene. 

'Twas thus a fair young maiden lightly pondered, 
With heart so bright and full of youthful bloom. 

But, need I tell the rest of that sad story ? 
Enough ! that little maid is sleeping in the tomb. 

Amid the joyous pleasures all around her 
The hand of death did meet her at the fair. 

For Christ did want that little lamb in heaven, 
To nurse it in His bosom ever there. 

Thought she of death ? Oh, no. Then he ye ready. 
We know not when the call to us will come ; 

For thep the angels, snowy white, will bear us 
To brighter pleasures in that " Home, sweet home." 



SOMEWHERE TO GO. 



" Tve nowhere to go," said a forlorn child. 
Out 'mong the drifting snow, stormy and wild — 
Sad, sad was his young heart, and weary his feet, 
As he trod all alone the snow-covered street. 

No kind home had he, for his parents were dead, 
So poor little Benny did beg for his bread, 
But in that cold night, as he walked to and fro, 
There was no one to pity, so he'd nowhere to go. 

But. hark ! it was music that fell on his ear. 

Ana he stopped and did listen the words he might hear, 

And, shiv'nng with cold, he crept in at the door, 

For ne thought that he ne'er heard such sweet words before. 

It was a small hall at which Benny did stand, 
And the preacher soon told of that glorified land, 
Of that beautiful home, with the robes white as snow. 
Where the good, when they die, shall have somewhere to go. 

He heard, too, of Jesus, who died on the tree, 
To save guilty sinners — thought Benny that's me, 
O, if I could love Him, then surely I'd come, 
And. ma^be He'd give me a place in that home. 
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The meeting dispersed, and, with wearisome feet, 
He trod once again the pitiless street. 
But he heeded not now the white driven snow, 
For he felt somehow now that he'd somewhere to go. 

And as he plod onward he oft looked above. 
And thought of the Saviour and that home of love, 
But, tired at length, 'mong the snow wreaths so deep, 
He laid himself down, and did soon fall asleep. 

So the night slowly passed, and the wild storm did cease, 
And the moon peeped betimes on earth's white snowy fleece, 
But, the child, what of him ? Ah ! the angels do know, 
For they took him that night to that somewhere to go. 



THE WRECK OF THE W. A. SCHOLTEN ; 
Or, Saved by Prayer. 



A True Story. 



It was night, and we were happy. 

As we in the cabin sat. 
And our darling lay asleeping. 

Tired out, upon the mat. 

Oh ! that darling, how I loved him ; 

All his gambols banished care ; 
With his blue eyes ever beaming. 

And his beauteous, sunny hair. 

Once when mother put the question 
How he'd like yon distant shore, 

In her face he looked, and kissed her — 
" Mamma, I'd like Heaven far more." 

There we sat, while Jim lay sleeping. 
Dreaming of some distant joy — 

How our brightest hopes did cluster 
Round our darling little boy. 
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Dreaming of the land far distant, 

Joys that never were to be, 
Hopes that we did fondly cherish 

Of our home across the sea. 

Dreaming of the distant future, 
Our bright hair all silvery eray, 

And our darling, then in manhood, 
With his smile at close of day. 

Hark ! a crash, as if of thunder. 
And our ship did totter quite ; 

In a twinkling all was darkness. 
Blacker than the blackest nignt. 

Mother screamed, and clutched our darling; 

I grasped her in wild despair. 
Clambered up the winding ladder. 

Out into the frosty air. 

What an awful sight there met us ! 

Crowds were gathered on the deck, 
And, peering through the misty darkness, 

Fading seemed a phantom speck. 

" What is wrong," was every murmur. 

While upon the frosty air . 
Came the answer, " She is sinking," 

Met with groans of sad despair. 

Mother clutched her darling firmer. 

Then I heard a whisper -wild — 
" Heaven, O Heaven ! if I must perish. 

Save, O save, ray darling child !" 

In the lantern light I saw him 

Look into her face and say — 
" Mamma, is not Jesus with us % 

Come, then, papa, let us pray. 

Oh, dear mother, do not tremble, 

I am not afraid to die ; 
For, when sleeping, I saw angels 

Bearing me to Heaven on high." 
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I bent down and kissed our darling, 
Mother wept and kissed him too ; 

Then joined hands, and, looking Heavenwards, 
Asked God's aid to guide us through. 

Sweetly, as if from an angel. 

Came a whisper to my soul — 
" I, your Saviour, will be with you 

When the waters o'er you roll." 

And our heaving breasts grew calmer, 

Trusting in our Father's will. 
And the stormy tempest smoother, 

With that gentle *^ Peace, be still." 

Awful now the scene around us — 
Some were screaming, some in prayer. 

Some did wring their hands for mercy, 
Others wildly tore their hair. 

And the gurgling waves drew nearer, 

As we stood with bated breath. 
And the stars peeped down upon us, 

As we waitea there for death. 

Then, again I heard that whisper, 

" Trembling one, in me confide : 
I, through death's cold, dreary valley. 

With my staff, will lead and guide. 

Soon the Scholten plunged head foremost 

Down into the dismal deep. 
And the icy waves rolled o'er us. 

And I seemed to fall asleep. 

I remember I was clinging 

Closely to my much-loved wife ; 
She, in turn, did clutch our darling. 

In that awful fight for life. 

Since that, all's a dreary darkness ; 

Nought do I remember more. 
Till I tnought that angels bore me 

Upward to the shining shore. 

There, arrayed in glorious splendour, 

Was my darling little boy. 
Sitting at the feet of Jesus, 

His bright face all lit with joy ; 
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And he turned and looked upon me, 
Gave a gracious, winning smile, 

Whispered tenderly and softly — 
" You and 'ma must wait a while." 

There I stood without the portals. 
Dazzled with the glorious spell ; 

Then it vanished, and I wakened — 
Where, O where, I could not tell. 

Human faces sweet were smiling, 

Eandly voices spake to me ; 
And I, wondering, faintly murmured, 

" Tell me, tell, how can this be T 

Then the past crept up before me. 
And my soul was filled with fear ; 

" Where," I asked them, " are my loved ones. 
Are they safe and are they here V^ 

Some one took me in her arms, 
Pressed me closely to her breast — 

" We are safe ; but, O ! our darling 
Is asleep — in Christ at rest.'' 

We were* safe ; the Ebro saved us— 
Saved us from death's dark abode. 

But our darling's life had flickered — 
Safe at last in Heaven with God. 

In a little grave we've laid him, 

In yon churchyard by the hill ; 
All our hopes are buried with him — 

But it was our Father's will : 

And the morn is fast approaching — 

Only but a little while. 
And we'll meet again up yonder, 

There to meet our darling's smile. 

Sleep then, darling, safe in Jesus, 
From this world's cares set free. 

Till the dawning morn release us. 
When we'll meet again with thee. 
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THE LORD'S PRAYER. 

IN SIMPLE VERSE FOR THE YOUNa 



Read Matthew vi. 9 to 13. 



Our Heavenly Father ! great and good, 
We would to Thee draw near, 

For Thou hast promised, when we pray, 
That Thou wilt lend Thine ear. 

We would, with reverence and with awe. 

Thine awful Name adore ; 
O, Great and Holy God, we plead 

To love Thee more and more. 

We pray that Thy Kingdom may come ; 

O, may the nations rise. 
And " throw their idols to the bats," 

And praise Thee in the skies. 

O, may we loving be and kind, 

As are Thy saints above ; 
Teach us, O, Father, that we know 

More fully what is love. 

Good Father ! we would also ask 

To give our daily bread ; 
Thou see'st the little sparrows fall. 

May we, too, Lord, be fed. 

O, help us to forgive all those 

That may our debtors be ; 
And do, Good Lord, forgive all that 

We ever owe to Thee. 

And, in temptation's fatal path 

Permit us not to stray ; 
O, help us, Father, "firm" to be. 

And " walk the narrow way." f 

Unto Thy Name be all the praise, 

Eternal be Thy reign, 
The power and glory. Kingdom Thine, 

Now and for aye. Amen ! 
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THE MOTHER'S LAST FAREWELL. 



Dear children ! Pm going to yon.happy shore, 

The angels are waiting to carry me o'er ; 

m soon be with Jesus in that city bright, 

And wear the bright crown, and the robe snowy white. 

m soon see His face and have sorrow no more. 
For pain never enters that beautiful shore ; 
There I'll be an angel, with wings pure as gold, 
And sing there the song ever new, never old. 

And after your mother has crossed Jordan's wave, 
Do plant a sweet flower on your dear mother's grave, 
Be kind to dear father, and Jesus will bless — 
Come, sweet ones, draw near me and give a last kiss. 

Dear children ! don't cry, I may meet you once more, 
If you love the Saviour we'll meet on yon shore, 
And, O ! what a meeting 'tis sure to be then. 
To meet with you all, aind ne^er lose you again. 

But, hush ! 'tis the sound of the bright angel band ! 
They tarry, to bear me to yon shining land — 
Ah ! yes, in sweet Jesus 'tis pleasant to die ! 
Now, one other kiss, my sweet children — good-bye 
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SACRED PIECES. 

HYMNS, &c. 



THE GLORY OF THE LORD. 



How glorious the Lord ! how great are His wonders ! 

Shout, shout ye His praises, earth, ocean, and sky ; 
Ye wild storms and tempests, ye lightenings and thunders 

Lift, lift ye your praises to Him the Most High. 

His glory is loftier far than the mountains ; 

More deep than the deepest of earth's precious mine ; 
His love sweeter far than the sweetest of fountains, 

In which grace and beauty refulgently shine. 

His glory is round us — each object entwining — 
The birds sing His praises on each leafy spray. 

The flowers gaily decked with the dew-drops are shining, 
Unfolding His glory at ope of the day. 

The whole earth is filled with His fullness and glory — 

Above us, below us, on land or on sea ; 
But, O, when earth pictures this rapturous story. 

To see Him forever — O ! what must it be ? 



A CALL TO ACTION 



See the angry billows sweeping 

O'er the barque that's tempfest driven ; 
Widows on the shore stand weeping, 

Longing eyes are turned to Heaven. 
Hark ! above the tempest's moaning, 

Wild despairing echoes float — 
'Tis our fellow- mortal's groaning. 

Will there any man the boat ? 

Will you see your fellows perish ? 

Will you any longer stay ? 
And the wild hope fondly cherish 

They'll be saved some other way % 
False delusion ! Halt no longer — 

Why stand idly by and dote ? 
Every moment they grow feebler — 

Then, with stout heart, man the boat. 



32 Poetical Pieces by A, B, Paton, 



TWENTY-THIRD PSALM. 

IN SCOTCH. 



John X. zz. — I am the Good Shepherd : the Good Shepherd giveth His life for the skeep. 



The Lord o' Heaven my Shepherd is, 

He "will nie ever lead, 
He'll every want o' mine supply. 

And gi'e my daily breid. 

In bonny plains, wi' pastures green, 

He'll mak' me lie amang, 
An' by the burnie rinnin' clear, 

He'll lead me a' day lang. 

My soul for His sake He will bless ; 

Me by the han' hath ta'en. 
And led in paths o' righteousness 

Through a' my days by-gane. 

When deith shall stare me i' the face, 

I'll never, never fear. 
For through the valley's drea'f u' gloom 

His rod an' staff will cheer. 

A table thou hast denty set 

Mine enemies before. 
My head thou streakest doon wi' oil, 

My cup it runneth ower. 

Guidness an' mercy surely shall 

Dwell wi' me a' my days. 
Until I reach that hame on high, 

To sing for aye His praise. 
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THE FIRST PASSOVER FEAST. 



Exodus xii., i to 36. 

It was a sad night of much sorrow and weeping, 
And frightened looks settled on man and on beast, 

That the Israelite host, who were under God's keeping. 
Did first celebrate the great Passover Feast. 



The Lord had appeared unto Moses and Aaron, 
And said unto them He would let Israel go, 

And plant them among the rose valleys of Sharon — 
A country where honey and milk ever flow. 



But the haughty King Pharoah his heart ever hardened. 
Though plagues did oppress him again and again : 

And the Lord, who is gracious, He always him pardoned, 
Until in all Egypt the first-oorn were slain. 



That night of disaster, that night of oppression. 
When the angel of death flung his fierce, fiery dart. 

And fear of Jehovah seemed to take possession 

With terror and dread, the proud King Pharoah's heart. 

At midnight it was that the sad voice of wailing \. 

Arose from the prison, the cottage, the hall. -' 

As the angel of death the first-born was assailing — 

The captive, the prince, and the ox in the stall. 

But Israel was saved — they had the door guarded. 
Blood sprinkled were lintels and posts of the door ; 

The destroying angel they quite disregarded — 
The blood-sprinkled lintels did make him pass o'er. 

Thus Israel assembled, Jehovah copfiding. 
And ate with each other the lamb that was slain ; 

With loins girt and ready awaiting the tiding 
That Israel in bondage had freedom again. 
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HANNAH'S SONG. 



I. Samuel^ii.} x to lo. 

My heart in Thee, Lord, will rejoice, 

Mine horn exalted is \ 
My mouth, O Lord, Thou hast enlarged 

Over mine enemies. 



There is none holy as the Lord ; 

There is none beside Thee ; 
Nor is there any like to God — 

A powerful Rock is He. 

« 

Let not your heart with babblings great 

Be proud exceedingly ; 
For God a God of knowledge is. 

And see'st your vanity. 

The Lord doth judgment execute ; 

And mighty men of war — 
Their bows in pieces He doth break. 

They've fallen that powerful are. 

They that were full do crave for bread, 
Those hungry no more crave ; 

They that were barren have children noT^', 
Those full no children have. 

The Lord doth kill and make alive — 

Yea, He is strong to save ; 
He also raiseth up again 

Those bowed down to the grave. 
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The Lord is great, He can make poor, 

Or riches can us crown ; 
He brings us low, but His right hand 

Will lift us when we're down. 

The poor He raiseth from the dust, 
The beggar from the ground ; 

'Mong princes great He doth set them, 
To be with honour crowned. 

The Lord is great ; for He hath set 

The pillars of the earth. 
And lo ! the mighty worlds He 

Them by his hand gave birth. 

The Lord His saints will keep from ill ; 

Their feet shall never fall ; 
And wicked men shall silent be — 

They have no strength at all. 

The Lord doth quit His enemies — 

In pieces them doth break ; 
His wrath from heaven will fall on them. 

And make them all to quake. 

The Lord the ends of earth shall judge. 
Unto His king give strength, 

And His anointed, lo ! He shall 
Exalt his horn at length. Amen. 
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THE BIRTH OF JESUS. 



Luke ii., 9. — '* Lo, the Angel of the Lord came upon them.** 

The night was still, the sky was clear, 
And shepherds watchM by their flocks : 

The moon her visage pale did peer 
On glittering pebbles and the rooks. 

When, hark ! the sound of angel's wing— 
Ana heavenly brightness round did shine ; 

For they had tidings dad to bring 
From God— of all Gods most divine. 



The shepherds stood and shook with fear, 
When " Peace, be still," the angel said, 

" WeVe come to tell of Christ so dear, 
Who now lies on a manger bed. 



Tidings of joy to you we bring — 
That David's Son is born to-day. 

Yea, Christ, the Lord^ the mighty King, 
And you can see Him if you may. 

Lo ! — this a sign in David's town — 

The little baby boy so fair : 
In swaddling clothes he is laid down, 

And in a manger slumbering there." 

Lo ! then, what glory lit the land, 
And what glad tidings they must bring ; 

When thousands of the angel band 
Are seen to float on golden wing. 

" Glory to God !" the angels sing, 
" On earth let peace for ever reign j 

Good will to men we ever bring, 
Peace, love, and joy. Amen ! Amen I 
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ASTRAY! 



Luke XV., 3. — " What man of you, having an hundred sheep, if he lose one of them, doth 
not leaVe the ninety and nine in the wilderness, and go after that which is lost until 
he find it." 

A tender shepherd, by the hill, 
Was watching gently o'er his sheep ; 

But, when the night came cold and chill, 
One wandered up the rocky steep. 

So, when the morning light did come, 

It from its fold was far away. 
And longing sore that it was home — 

It ne'er again would ever stray. 

For, through the night, it stumbled sore, 

And wandered many a desert bare ; 
O, it would never wander more, 

If it was 'neath its shepherd's care. 

A frowning height, so dark and grim. 
Doth near engulph the child of God ; 

But, hark ! the Saviour comes to him, 
And meets him on the dangerous road. 

His bleeding hands with many a thorn. 
His loving brow dropped sweat of blood, 

And, O, the bitter shame and scorn. 
To bring the wanderer back to God. 

O, sinner, then,, why will ye stray ? 

When Jesus seeks to take thee home ; 
O, turn and walk the narrow way, 

And seek His fold — there yet is room. 



CHRIST'S RESURRECTION. 



Mark xvi. 6 — '* He is risen." 

Hail ! This day our Lord hath risen ; 

Proclaim, now. His name abroad. 
Throughout all the nations crown Him, 

For He is our risen Lord. 
Christ is risen ! Christ is risen ! 

Death is conquered by His word. 
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From the grave he comes victorious, 
Conquering like a mighty King ; 

His rignt arm's for ever glorious, 
" Where^ O, where, now, is Death's stiiig I' 

Christ is risen ! Christ is risen ! 
All ye nations offerings bring. 

Death's forever lost its terror ; 

"Where's thy victory, O grave?" 
From the wiles of sin and error, 

By his power He us did save, 
Christ is risen ! Christ is risen ? 

Mighty Conqueror from the grave. 

When we crosss the swelling river — 

Jordan's ever rolling stream — 
Harm us, it will never, never \ 

Christ from it did us redeem. 
Christ is risen ! Christ is risen ! 

Sing, O, sing the glorious theme. 



WHAT IS LIFE? 



Psalm xc, xo — " It is soon cut off, and we fly away. 

Life ! What is life ? 'Tis but a spark. 
To-day is strong and powerful ever ; 

To-morrow, its frail and feeble barque 
Can hardlv stem the swelling river. 
To-day is here, to-morrow gone for ever. 

Like little daisies, fresh and green. 
To-day in bright and shining weather ; 

To-morrow the wintry blast comes keen, 
The little flowers soon droop and wither. 
And for a season lost for ever. 

Life! WTiatislife? 'Tis not all here ; 
When icy hand of death doth sever. 

There is a life in yonder sphere 
With Christ, for ever and for ever : 
O, may we strive to lose it never. 
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HOLY BIBLE. 



Rev. xxii., lo — " Seal not the sayings of this book, for the time is at hand." 

As the star that shone bright in the eastern sky 
Did point out the place where the sweet Savioar lay, 

So the Bible, a light, doth shine from on high, 
And points us to Jesus, the only true way. 

The Bible 1 the Bible ! O, sweet book, the Bible ! 
There's nothing more true than the Bible. 

When travelling this world of sorrow and fear. 
And Satan the tempter would lead us aside, 

O, learn of the Bible — it says to keep near 
To the true, faithful Saviour, for He is our guide. 

The Bible ! the Bible ! O, sweet book, the Bible ! 
A true and sure friend is the Bible. 

O, hear the sweet message which Jesus doth say, 
All ye that have wandered away from his breast — 

" O, come unto me, heavy laden who stray. 
And in Me, your Saviour, you'll find sweetest rest !" 

The Bible ! the Bible ! O^ sweet book, the Bible ! 
There's comfort in readmg the Bible. 

When sorrow and sadness round us is prevailing. 
And blow after blow seems to crush to the ground ; 

And hope's flickering light every moment is failing, 
O, where, oft you ask, will there comfort be found ? 

The Bible ! the Bible ! O, sweet book, the Bible ! 
You'll find comfort there, in the Bible. 

The Lord knows his children, and will give relief 
When dark stormy waters of trouble roll high ; 

He knows every sorrow, and feels every grief. 
And 'tis from the Bible we know He is nigh. 

The Bible ! the Bible ! O, sweet book, the Bible ! 
A haven of rest is the Bible. 

When eyelids are dim with the cold chill of death, 
And life with its sorrows and joys near are o'er ; 

The Bible, how sweet ! in our latest breath. 
Will brighten our hopes as we pass to yon shore. 

The Bible ! the Bible ! O, sweet book, the Bible ! 
A comfort in death is the Bible. 
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THAT RIVER — DEATH. 



Isaiah xliii., 2. — *• When thou passest through the waters I will be with thee. 

Between this land and Heaven above 

A river there doth fliow ; 
And we must cross the swelling tide 

Ere up to Heaven we go. 

We ofttimes are afraid to cross, 

It looks so dark and grim • 
But He will guide us through the flood, 

If we but trust in Him. 

And then in victory we'll cry 
That Christ, the Lamb, can save ; 

" O, death, where is thy triumph now. 
Thy victory, O, grave." 



HYMNS OF HEAVEN. 



Rev., xxi., 2. — "The Holy City — New Jerusalem." 

O, Heaven, ray dear, dear country ! 

Where sorrow is no more. 
Where trials and care are banished, 

And pain and strife are o*er. 

There streets of gold are shining 

With glory, O, so bright j 
There sits the Lamb victorious, 

A burning, shining Light. 

The sun and moon ne'er shineth. 

For God is there the sun. 
And in that blissful country 

The day and night are one. 

For ever dwells the Sabbath, 

The holy day of peace ; 
And angels praise the Saviour 

With songs that never cease. 

O, Heaven, my dear, dear country, 

My home of sweetest rest. 
Where I shall be with Jesus, 

And mingle with the blest. 
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My spirit longs for Heaven, 

I long to flee away, 
Far from this world of sorrow, 

To one of cloudless day. 

I long to dwell with angels, 
1 long those harps to see, 

1 long to hear the music, 
And ever happy be. 

I long to be with Jesus, 
Rut patiently shall wait 

Till He comes in the morning. 
And knocketh at the gate. 



Rev. xxi. 10-11 — " That great city .... having the glory of God." 

How bright the city glorious. 

That fair sweet land of love. 
Where saints do reign victorious 

With Christ their Lord above. 

The walls shine bright with beryL^, 

The streets are laid with gold. 
The gates are made of pearls, 

Of beauty yet untold. 

Jerusalem ! what brightness. 

What glory's hid in thee ; 
The saints are clad in whiteness, 

And there is no more sea. 

The Lamb reigns there for ever. 

And there no sun doth shine. 
For God lights it for ever 

With His presence divine. 

God also is their temple 

In that land bright and fair. 
And angels show example 

To little children there. 

There also doth the river 

Of life so freely flow. 
And trees of life for ever 

Upon its banks do grow. 



42 Poetical Pieces bv A. B. Paion. 



O come then to the Saviour, 
And gain those robes of white, 

And wear that crown for ever 
Up in that city bright. 

For there, there is no weeping, 
No sorrow, woes, or pain ; 

And there we in Christ's keeping 
Shall with Him ever reign. 



HYMNS OF THE SABBATH. 



Genesis ii. 3 — " God blessed the seventh day, and hallowed it. 

Holy day of rest ! appointed 

For a rest unto the soul ; 
God gave it to bis anointed 

For to make the wounded whole. 

Holy Sabbath ! sweet thy blessing 
Sheds its orient beams of light ; 

To the weary soul refreshing, 

When oppressed by sin' dark night. 

Day of rest ! to man thouVt given ! 

Ever blessed be thy name ; 
Like an angel sent from heaven. 

To the weary soul thou came. 

Who can tell the wondrous story 
Of that Sabbath day above — 

That eternal reign of glory. 
Hallowed with the purest love. 



Exodus XXXV., 2. — A Sabbath of rest to the Lord. 

Grlorious day of rest ! 

Of Heaven a foretaste sweet ; 
Where we shall mingle with the blest, 

And sit at Jesus' feet. 
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Glorious day of rest ! 

A balm ! a sweet repose, 
And haven, when we're sore opprest 

By many of our foes. 

Glorious day of rest ! 
The hour is drawing nigh. 

We'll dwell for aye upon his breast- 
Eternal rest on hign. 



Exodus XX., II.— •• The Lord blessed the Sabbath day." 

How sweet is the Sabbath ! how holy ! 

How dear is its memory bright ! 
It reminds of the land that hath truly 

No dismal or dark, stormy night. 

It tells of that region that's glorious, 
Where angels in beauty do stand ; 

And where the slain Lamb sits victorious. 
Arrayed at his Father's right hand. 

It tells of a city whose radiance 

Is fairer and purer than day. 
And where all tne saints with sweet fragrance. 

Before Him their harps ever play. 

A city where all, all is brighter 
Than anything here that we know, 

And the robes of the angels are whiter 
And purer by far than the snow. 

A city where there is no sighing. 
Nor weeping, nor parting, nor pain : 

A land that is set free from dying— 
Where we'll meet with the lost ones again. 

A city whose bright walls are shining 

With sapphires of lustre untold. 
And salvation its bulwarks entwining, 

And the very streets are of pure gold. 

O, Sabbath, thy mem'ry I cherish ! 

I long for that city so bright. 
Where we with the angels ne'er perish. 

And Sabbath brings with it no night. 
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THE WONDROUS CROSS. 



Heb., ix., 28. — "Christ was once offered to bear the sins of many." 

Tune—'' The Gate Ajar." 

The Cross ! the Cross ! the blood-stained Cross ! 

O, such a wondrous story ; 
The Cross ! the Cross ! the golden Cross ! 

Refulgent now with glory. 

Chm'us — O, wondrous story, can it be 

That Christ did bleed and die for me ? 



There stands that Cross on Calvary, 

And from it love is given, 
The Saviour on it died for me, 

To bring me nearer Heaven. 

CkoTus — O, wondrous story, etc. 



O, see the Saviour lifted up ! 

Who look shall find salvation ; 
For He hath drunk the bitter cup, 

To save each tribe and nation. 

Chorus — O, wondrous story, etc. 



See ! from His hands, His feet. His side 
The crimson tide is streaming ; 

O, wondrous story, how He died. 
And all my sins redeeming. 

Chorus — O, wondrous story, etc. 



The Cross ! the Cross ! the blood-stained Cross ! 

O, such a wondrous story ; 
The Cross ! the Cross ! the golden Cross ! 

Refulgent now with glory. 

Chorus — O, wondrous story, etc. 
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SONGS OF PRAISE. 

Isaiah, xliv., 23. — " Sing, O, ye Heavens," etc. 

"Sing, O, sing ! ye Heavens adore Him ! 

Sun and moon and stars of light ! 
Send your praises up before Him, 

Magnify the Lord of Might ! 
Shout his praises ! shout his praises ! 

In the day and in the night. 

All ye hills and mountains bless Him, 
Praise Him, rivers and all seas ! 

As the Lord of truth confess Him ; 
Praise Him cedars and all trees, 

Shout His praises ! shout his praises ! 
Waft His praises on the breeze. 

Praise and bless His name most glorious, 
All ye tribes before Him fall ; 

He's exalted and victorious. 
Waft the news from Pole to Pole, 

Shout His praises ! shout His praises ; 
Shout His praises, people all ! 



II. Samuel vii, 22 — "Thou art great, O Lord God ! there is none like Thee, 
neither is there any God beside Thee." 

Sing praises to Jehovah, 

For there is none like He ! 
His name shall last for ever, 

And spread from sea to sea. 

The heathens bow to idols. 
To them their offerings bring ; 

O ha«te the time, good Father, 
When they will praise the King. 

When nations all shall know Thee, 

And worship Thee alone. 
And praise Thee only, only, 

And bow before Thy throne. 

When Greenland's polar regions. 

And Afric's burning plain, 
Shall shout one hallelujah. 

And sound the blest Amen. 
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CHRIST AS THE ROSE. 



Cant. ii. 1.— "The Rose of Sharon." 

There is a Rose that sweetly blooms, 
A Rose that buddeth, oh ! so fair ; 

Its fragrance all the world perfumes, 
And now in Heaven 'tis blooming there. 

The Gardener took this Rose from Heaven, 
And in a world of care and toil, 

Where hearts by sin from God were driven, 
He put it 'mong this barren soil. 

This Rose-bush flourished well and grew, 
And many sin-stained souls did move, 

And like a magnet them it drew 
Into its folds, for they are love. 

But cruel men saw not its worth — 
They tore in pieces till 'twas gone ; 

This Rose from Heaven was not for earth. 
And so they left but thorns thereon. 

The Gardener took this Rose above, 
And now in Heaven it bloometh fair, 

And sweetly in its folds of love. 
It would have all find refuge there. 



>..^ 
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ETERNITY. 



I John ii., 25. — " This is the promise that He hath promised us, even eternal life." 

Eternity ! How vast, how wide ! 
Thy years roll on as ocean's tide — 
Vast as the azure heavens on high — 
Eternity shall onward fly. 

Count all the little grains of sand 
Which strew this world en sea and land — 
The million stars count one by one — 
Eternity has but begun. 

Yea, every drop of ocean count, 
Of every lake and every fount — 
And every moment as they've run — 
Eternity has but begun. 

" Were this earth made of brass so bright. 
And once a-year a bird alight, 
And thus did wear it till 'twas done — 
Eternity has but begun." 

There's an eternal home above — 
A sunny land of purest love, 
Will you be there when life is done % 
Eternity will be begun. 
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